Wheels and Butterflies

things and telling me lies, and some maybe that
are near me. So don't take it bad of me, Holy
Man, that I ask the sight of my two eyes.

LAME BEGGAR. No one robs him and no one tells
him lies; it's all in his head, it is. He's had his
tongue on me all day because he thinks I stole a
sheep of his.

BLIND BEGGAR. It was the feel of his sheepskin
coat put it into my head, but my sheep was black,
they say, and he tells me, Holy Man, that his
sheepskin is of the most lovely white wool so that
it is a joy to be looking at it.

FIRST MUSICIAN. Lame Man, will you be cured
or will you be blessed ?

LAME BEGGAR. What would it be like to be blessed?

FIRST MUSICIAN. You would be of the kin of the
blessed saints and of the martyrs.

LAME BEGGAR. Is it true now that they have a
book and that they write the names of the blessed
in that book ?

FIRST MUSICIAN. Many a time I have seen the
book, and your name would be in it.

LAME BEGGAR. It would be a grand thing to have
two legs under me, but I have it in my mind that
it would be a grander thing to have'my name in
that book.

FIRST MUSICIAN. It would be a grander thing,
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